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Chapter  1  by  Leonard 

I  died . Im  a  baby. . I  grew....  I  died 


Chapter  2  by  MJZ 


Thankfully,  when  I  glanced  again  into  the  mirror,  the  reflection  of  me  had  stopped  speaking.  I'm 
not  schizophrenic  you  understand,  like  those  poor  wretches  who  dribble  their  words  out  in  a 
thousand  different  accents,  nor  am  I  a  lunatic  -  in  fact  I've  never  harmed  a  living  thing.  I  just 
happen  to  talk  to  myself.  Call  it  visionary,  self-indulgent,  absurd:  for  me  it's  routine.  Clarity  is  all 
I  need.  And,  for  me,  this  is  clarity. 

Chapter  3  by  James  Q f 

I  knew  one  day  I  would  be  let  out.  "Rehabilitated  back  into  society"  they  said.  A  society  where  I 
wouldn't  be  locked  away  for  18  hours  a  day  with  the  Voices  in  my  head. 

But  I  knew,  from  the  day  I  was  carried  in  there  and  sectioned,  that  when  I  got  out  I  would  go 
looking  for  the  girl  who  put  me  in  there... 

Chapter  4  by  20hupj  Qf 

They  weren't  just  voices,  it  was  as  if  they  where  my  friends.  Friends  who  where  always  talking 
to  me,  arguing  about  how  I  was  lucky  being  able  to  move  the  body  and  making  quiet  times  in 
primary  school  times  that  where  the  loudest.  I  has  trusted  her  with  my  secrets,  even  my  friends 
had  agreed.  And  she  had  sealed  my  trust  in  an  envelope  and  sent  it  around  the  world  for 
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The  frame  of  the  door  felt  splintery  as  my  fingers  explored  its  secrets.  I  rested  my  head  against 
the  reassuring  solidity  of  the  wood  and  tried  very  hard  not  to  notice  my  reflection  in  the  small 
pane  of  glass  embedded  in  it  - 1  knew  he'd  be  mocking  me,  trying  to  get  me  to  change  my  mind 
and  leave  this  place. 

With  a  groan,  my  fist  practically  convinced  itself  to  knock  again  on  the  door  -  though  in  a  rapid 
tangle,  almost  like  a  stick  rattling  in  a  bucket. 

All  this  way  to  meet  that  person  who'd  reduced  me  to  this  smaller,  wilted  version  of  myself.  The 
embers  of  justified  rage  were  flickering  in  my  stomach  as  she  opened  the  door. 
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